


The Tragedy ^Hamlet 

Make choice of whomeyour wifeft friends you will. 

And they fhall heare and iudge twixtyou and me. 

If by direft or by dolaturall hand 

They find vs toucht, wc will our kindomegiue. 

Our crowne,our life,and all that we call ours 
To you in finisfadtion ; bur ifnot, 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And wc ftiall ioyntly labour with your foule 
To giue it due content. 

Laer. Let this be fo. 

Hismeanes of death,his obfeure funerall, 

No trophae/word.nor hachment ore his bones. 

No noble right, nor formal! oftentation, 

Cry to be heard as t were from heauen to earth. 

That I muft call't in queftion. 

K in. Soyoufhall, 

And where tlvOffence is, let the great axe fall. 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

: < ( Enter Horatio and. others, 

H ora. What are they that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir.they fay they haue Letters for you, 

H ora. Letthemcomcin. 

I doe not know from what part of the world 
I Ihould be greeted. Ifnot from Lord Hamlet. Enter Saylors 
Say. God bleffe you fir. 

H ora. Let him-blcfle thee to. 

Say. A (hail fir and pleafe him.there’s a Letter for you fir, it came 
from th’Embaflador that wasbound for England , if your. name bee 
Horatioyzs I am let to know' it is. . 

Hor. Horatio, when thou (halt haue ouer-look’t this, giue thefe te.- 
lowesfome meanes to the King, they haue Letters for him : Ere we 
were two daies old at Sea,a Py rat of very warlike appointment gaue 
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with me like theeucs of mercy, but they knew what they did:I am» 
doe a turne for them, let the King hatte the Letters I haue fent, 
repayre thou to mee with as much fpeed as thou wouldft fly d e * ’ 
I haue words to fpeake ia thine earc vvil make thee dumbe , y et * 
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Prime of Denmark? • 

ssssssa 

H ora. Cornel will make you way for thefe your letters. 

And doo’t the fpeedier that you may direft me 
To him fronvwhome you brought them. 

Enter YLtng and Laertes • 

Ydng. Now tnufty our confcience my acquittance feale. 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you bauebeard and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. 

Lar. It well appeares: but tell me 
Why you proceede not againft thefe fcates 
So criminal! and fo capital! in nature. 

As by your fafety.greatnes/wildomejall things els. 

You mainly were fiirr’d vp. 

King. Ofortwofpecialircaforts 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnow d. 

But yet to me thj’rttiong,theQueene his mother 
Dues almofi by his lookes,and for my felfe, 

My vertue or my plague,be it either which. 

She is fo concliue to my life and foule. 

That as the fiarre mooues not but in his fphere 
I could not but. by her, the other motiue, 

Why to apublique count 1 might not goe. 

Is the greatloue the'generail gender beare him, 

Who dipping all his faults in their afteftion, 

Worke like the fprmg that turneth wood to ftone, 

Conuert his Giues to graccs,fb that my atrowes • 

Too (lightly tymbered for fo loued armes. 

Would haue reuerted to my bow againe, 4 . 

Eut not where I haue aym’d them. 

Laer. And fo haue I a noble father loft, 

A filler driuen into defperat termes, 

Whofe worth, ifprayies may goe backe againe 

L 3 Stood 
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